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the sense of the infinite. Like Aristotle, like Goethe after he
had read Kant, we desire the concrete, and nothing but the
concrete can satisfy us.

Ernest. What then do you propose?

Gilbert. It seems to me that with the development of the
critical spirit we shall be able to realize, not merely our own
lives, but the collective life of the race, and so to make our-
selves absolutely modern, in the true meaning of the word
modernity. For he to whom the present is the only thing
that is present, knows nothing of the age in which he lives.
To realize the nineteenth century, one must realize every
century that has preceded it and that has contributed to its
making. To know anything about oneself one must know all
about others. There must be no mood with which one cannot.
symrjathize, no dead mode of life that one cannot make alive.
Is this impossible ? I think not. By revealing to us the absolute
mechanism of all action, and so freeing us from the self-imposed
and trammelling burden of moral responsibility, the scientific
principle of Heredity has become, as it were, the warrant for
the contemplative life. It has shown us that we are never less
free than when we try to act. It has hemmed us round with
the nets of the hunter, and written upon the wall the prophecy
of our doom. We may not watch it, for it is within us. We may
not see it, save in a mirror that mirrors the soul. It is Nemesis
without her mask. It is the last of the Fates, and the most
terrible. It is the only one of the Gods whose real name we
know.

And yet, while in the sphere of practical and external life it
has robbed energy of its freedom and activity of its choice, in
the subjective sphere, where the soul is at work, it comes to us,
this terrible shadow, with many gifts in its hands, gifts of
strange temperaments and subtle susceptibilities, gifts of wild
ardours and chill moods of indifference, complex multiform
gifts of thoughts that are at variance with each other, and
passions that war against themselves. And so, it is not our
own life that we live, but the lives of the dead, and the soul
that dwells within us is no single spiritual entity, making us
personal and individual, created for our service, and entering
into- us for our joy. It is something that has dwelt in fearful
places, and in ancient sepulchres has made its abode. It is
sick with many maladies, and has memories of curious sins.
It is wiser than we are, and its wisdom is bitter. It fills us with
impossible desires, and makes us follow what we know we